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HAVE AT vo AL Lo 


Being a PROPER and Disriner | 


REPLY to Three PAMPHLETS 


Juſt publiſhed, Intituled, 


I hat of That ?----The WWeather-Menders-— 
and, They are not, &c. 
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NC K I had thought Gm melting to 8 
To curb har Temper, and my Mule reſtrain; 
To be to Parties, and Diſputants dead, 
And all the Cenſure Calumny could ſoread. L 
Alike my Garret, free from all the Tribe 
Of reſtleſs Factions, and Canvenio's Bribe. 


Such was my Lot; and I with Truth can ſay, 


No private Ends my preſent Paſſions ſway : 
Jam no Flicnd to Nifrard, Fei, or Strife + "7 
But - Heav'n be prais'd, enjoy the ſocial Life. 
With this calm Temper, though the Titles lay, 


HavE AT YOU ALL, yet Truthſhall lead the Way: 


Truth Undiſguis'd, the varying Verſe ſhall be, 
From Falſbood, Flatt'ry, or 1 [manners tree, 


bur (6) Wil Oy (AAP. Good Sir, (one Author cries, 
(%) I hate ſuch vile, abominable Lies,) | 


Why ſhould not Britain cling about my Heart ? 


My Country's Welfare, why not claim a Part ? 
Ohl venal Hireling ! where will Virtue find | 
A ſafe Aſylum in a Patriot's Mind ? 

If not with me, or in a Duſt-Hole Grot, 
Sooner than wiTa you; (c) would it rather not 9 
You plead for Truth ;, and fay, you Truth purſue, 
And through the mazy Windings trace the Clue. 


25 You ſay, we're happy, and more truly Free, 


(4) Than any Common-wealth or Monarchy... 
| Perhaps f 


(a) WHaT of Thar! Page 1: 14. (6) 76. p. 15. (c) ib, @) p. 6. 


Wh 


"Rm bey; bet-ethert dy, nob fo 
And may perhaps === with equal Truth ſay xd. 
Is, X in Words were free, or free to Day P 


| 30 From Armies, Fleet, or Heavy-Taxes, fay ? 
3 Vet how have Hab ring Years ſucceſſive roll'd ! 


Not boaſting Conqueſts, or of Mines of Gold; 
What Pay for Guarding Carlos ſafely Ho uE? 

| Some ſay, Sufficient; others ſay, Why none- - - 

[ 35 What Satisfaction to our Merchants made? 

Our Commerce, how protected, or our Trade ?--- 
Ev'n while our Mavies in our Harbours lay, | 


| F Ti fight of Land, the Spaniards hall'd away 

| Our Merchants loaded Veſſels, from Torbay. 

40 What wile (e) Reſolves protect Britannia's State? 
The great depending Iſſue's left to Fate: 
As yet - in Embryo lies the wond'rous Good, 
Not clearly ſeen --- not to be Underſtood --- » 
The ſecret Mages of th' intricate Plan 

45 Surpaſs the Wiſdom of Enquiring Man; 
Aud feurer EN they're hid from l Eye, 
Deep in the Confines of Oblivion lye. === 


You well Adviſe, (f) not to perplex the Mind, 
In vainly ſeeking what you'll never find: 
50 Except (g) Three Years are paſt, and then we may 
With Admiration own, we're bleſt To-day ; 
For then, perhaps, the heavy Hand of Fate 
May ſhew, that all our Schemes were form'd too late. 


Calm and Unruffled, I can bear your Curſe, 
55 G) D- m - --n, Furies, (i) Hell, and ten times worſe. 
For ſuch Expreſſions, you have no Pretence, 
(4) This want of Manxzss proves your want of Senſe. 
What fingle Queſtion have you anſwer'd ? Say, 
low clear d from Guilt, the Author of To-day? 


1 ſmile, 


War er Tnar H Pag & p. 8. 'b, p. 16. 
wir 9. Ge ie, ep g dere dg 


(%) 
I ſmile, | to ſer you'drag a/galling Chain, 
And heat you tay,” (9 Vn Ooi#2heared Brain, 
Conjectures wild of PheaYure uh of Pain * 
Vou ſay, . Ræjoice, atid bid us reſt afſur d, 
That. all ohr Wrongs will be Scven- fold veto d. 
65 Wou'd HEAvVHN but grant it, d recant my Song, 
""_ own my Jag, and my Cenfure's s wrong; 
7 ran b 0171 10 
I boaſt: no/propheſying Art, bars Ge! 
But yet t Gift is not confimd in ub. 
How can ycu then ſuch diſtant Fortune PF | 
70 And 4 aſſurd for Truth - perhaps a =P a 
(2) For though in Opticks you're exceeding Clear, 
And know how things are now, and what, they were; 
I hope you'll not preſume to ay, your Art £8 
Will future Good or III to us impart: . 
75 Tis at the beſt: Conjecture 3 free from @ Spell; 
And I, as well as You, lh * come, can tell. 


Then leave, for Shame, this propheſying Tale; 3 
Nor offer Falſhood for a TTA, to —_ 


For till tir Event is known, for. aught you * 
80 1 t W be Falſe, what now for Tub you ſhow. 


But here this TOR 2 Bard we e quit, 

To fee the (p) FFeather-Mender's lucky Wit : 

He tells us, Geor ge. and Frank were oe 10 Talk, 

(a) As they were Saint” ring in an Fvening's s Walk. 
85 In their Opinions though they differ d wide, 

Yet Frank was not $47 d to any Side ; * 

But had, it ſeems, by Chance begun to r 

So George allures him With a pleaſant Tale. 

(r) It reprefents a Peafant, by gh by = == © 


90 Who vainly thought his Skill 5 8 rule the Sky: 
(s } Fove grants his Wiſn, but ſoon he begs of flea n 
Jo take it back, and 8 twas juſtly giv n = 

= 0 


(240 Wuar or THAT, Page 11. | (1) ib. p 16. (in) ib. p. 8. 
225 p-16. 9 j 5 15. (% WeATHER- bee a Tale, taken fram 


mb. 25 (J) ib. p. 1. C) ib. p.4: U 


*. 5. (i) ib. p. 7. 
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100 
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110 


115 


To Pbæbus, to direct as proper Hours 
To. ſend us Cold, or: Heat, or moghrate- Shows 


The Application modeſtlye leaves n 
04 And ſays, who wall. | may wear the Cap Go me. 


To him i in Anbwer, free from,. Farty Heat, 
1 only ** * ane 244 I LO #s 


37, cg! ” IN Fr 17 ) 
2 71 


(x) ha * of old encounter'd wich a 'F LY, 
The Point they argued was Precedeney. 


With equal Warmth they held a long Diſpute, 


Each ſtriving. who the other ſhould confute; 
The Fly at length, replete with haughty Pride, 


i Endeavour d zhus the ou to decide. 


EE 


What my Pretenſions are, * 8 ay Cs 
And how well grounded too, Hh known in Fame. 
No Sacrifice i Is offer d to the Skies, 


| But, we firſt taſte the Entrails as it lies : 


Before the Prieſts the Dieties invoke, | 
Or ce the Viands on the Alta re ſmake. 
In all their ſacred Temples we have place, 


The moſt ſuperior Parts our Preſence grace; 


And ev 'n in ſhining Courts, my flutt'ring Wings 
Have leave to range, with all their geu- gau Things. 
No charming, lovely Maid, whoſe balmy Lip 
The Graces dwell on, but with her I ſip; 

On her ſoft Boſom ſet my nimble Feet, 


And riot in each Scene, where Raptures meet. 


I Eat, I Drink, and thus 1 Life enjoy, 


120 I feed on Pleaſures which — never cloy. 


125 


No Toil, no Drudgery's to me aſſign d, 

I live poſſeſt of all that Charms the Mind. 
What is there left, for ſuch as you to ſhare ? 
Or how with mine, can you your Life compare ? 


« Avaunt, thou Wretch ! The humble Avr reply d 
With Calmneſs thus SIN 1 envy not your Pride: 
ee o 


\(ﬆ) Waakurz-Mrnpr ns, Page 7. (x) Taken from CROXAL' 8 27th 
Fable; ſee the Application. 


130 


9 
© To be admitted with the Gods to feaſt; © 
J own, is Honour: —< but, Intruding Ga 


What muſt vous Preſence to your Betters be, 


% Who came Unaſk'd; and rudely dare be free? 
« You talk of Kings, and Courts, and Ladies there, 
« And of UN WELCOME Freedoms: with the Fair : 
«But even myſelf, when laden I have ſtood, | 


With my laborious Harveſt, (wholeſome Food) Jl 


135 


«* Myſelf have ſeen, a Wretch like you, for ſhame, 

« Making a Meal on what I bluſh to Name. 

« As to the Altars, you are right'to ſhades «7! 
« Your ſelf, where leaſt Diſturbances are made; 


« But then, perhaps, you've no where elſe to hide, 


140 © Expell'd from all Society beſide. * 


145 


150 


135 


160 


« You Labour not, you ſay tis very true: 
« The Debt is greater, to the Publick due. | V. 
« For when the Summer of your Life is gone; 


« You've Nothing left you, for to live upon: 


« While you are Starving, Hung 95 Poor and ra 


I live ſecure and healthy, While Fm Old; 
« Warm in my Habitation ; and my Lot 


« A Peaceful, Unfrequented, Silen- Grot. 
« Good Sir Spill-Timber, we may now agree 0 
« The Application I ſhall leave Add 
Come, dreaming Prophet : Echo, What of That 

You fay, (a) THEY ARE Nor: downright plain and flat. 
(4) Poor drudging Stateſman ! -- Cares and Plagues that 
On thy laborious Toils, and Pains of State, [wait 
Thy Wiſe Reſolves ! Unhappy, wretched Mitt! 

Who cannot give Content, do all he can! 

(c) Still, ſtill, hard Lot! he Hourly feels the- Bite 

Of ranc'rous Malice, Calumny, and Spite! * 1% 
Unhappy Bite / the Stateſman's Worms will play, © 
They gnaw a guilty Conſcience Night and Day; ; 
There is no Mook his Skill in Worms to bs 


To make him void that Worm, that Butterfly | 2h 


Let W- p attempt it, fure his Skill may rife * 
To kill that Vorm, which ſome lay never dies! 
EM For- 


(a) Title Tux ARE Nor. 00 ib. Page: 3. 9, 


22 


165 Forgive me raving Ranter, # IAF ;; 
Let's {ce what Cauſe you have, ſor hat you 9 
« () From Shite, you ſay, that ſguints upon the Throne, 
This Vice, this Cauſeleſs Murm'ring, ſprings alone; 
66e) Reſtigſe, Ambitious, Inſalent, and Lain. 
170 Tm ſorry, Sir, Your Pa T RON feels ſuch Pain. 
De gaudy Picture, that deludes vain A150 
It is your own, or elſe Antique lies. * 
Who are the felf-conceited Coxcombs ? Jell, : 
Are they Corvenio's - that you know | ſo well? 
175 Our Fleet, you ſay, already's on the Main, 
To curb inſulting France, and Haug bey Spain; 
Tis granted, Sir; but ubere was all your Care 
To ſpread your Canvaſs when the Wind was fair? 
In what were all your Fleet, your Arms employ d, 
180 When Privareers your Merchant-Men deſtroy d? 
Who were the T Forces ſent. to fight, EM 
Six Months before they made the Iſle of /ight ? 
Was all that idle Scene deſign d for Show ? 
They might have been before -- elſewhere, you * 


185 You echo out brave Vaauon' 8 glorious Name, 


Whoſe Act unparallel'd will live in Fame; 
With Six Saies oNLyY ; that you had forgot, 


Your other Veſſels lay in Port to rot. 
Caſt your Eye Eaſtward, Duxxixk ſee repair d, 


190 Their Harbour open d, and their Batt'ries rear d. 
Have we not time to curb that Inſolence ? 


Or muſt we wait -- a Congreſs three Vears hence ? 


(8) Now, Rovas. GzonGE, kt e ev'ry Briton ling, 
I love with equal Duty, Sir, my King; 
195 To all his Royal Progeny I owe 

As many Praiſes, as you can beſtow ; i 
Tho Flandrian Plains your echoing Numbers ſhew. 
Come, ſeven- fold Prophet, learn this I ruth from me, 
We may be Loyal, though we dare be Free. 

ng Tazy, ARE Nor, Page 4. (e) ib. ( ) ib, ( ib. p. 7. 
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